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in their honarary  duty  reached the climax of
vociferousness.    I may say that I also contributed
my might.    I hope no one will laugh at my saying
that even in beating one's mouth there is such a
thing as skill, and that, this skill develops with
experience.    There is, in fact a tradition in the
business.  Our leaders, by long practice, knew the
exact manner of making this horrible noise tolera-
ble.   We watched how they did it and developed
our skill in the art.    Our juniors learnt it from us.
When  we,    who    had   the   proper   amount  of
experience, stood  before  a  house and  beat our
mouths,  the  noise  though   unpleasant   became
tolerable. At least we thought it did. Besides, the
inspiration  of  the  mourning  without cause had
touched our lame  Bhima  to compose verses for
the feast.    We had got the nonsense by heart and
walked the roads repeating it.    I have heard that
verse in other villages since, which proves that
it was fitted for the occasion. The joy we derived
by repeating the doggerel, going along the streets
of our village,  was  astonishing.    I  derive less
pleasure  from  much  finer  poetry now.    What
little things make youth happy! And the enthu-
siasm of our young fellows mounted beyond its
usual  heights,  in consequence   of   a   particular
incident, that year.